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On her hare-hearted lover.

Third Citizen.                  Yet they lack

The power with boast or menace to seal up
The lips of poor men; but three days ago
As she rode through the Grassmarket I heard
How from their stalls the women cried on her,
God save your grace ! but with this added word
That smote the smile upon her lips to death,
If ye be spotless of the dead king's blood.

Second Citizen.   Such words and souls mount nigher

God's ear and eye

Than theirs who lent this man their hands to slay
And tongues to purge him of their general sin,
He of St. Andrew's and his under priest,
Bishop of Ross, Leslies and Hamiltons
Whose lips are bloody, and that double soul
Argyle, that steers their faction; and this crew
Masked here as mouthpiece of the loathing land
Must hide the people's heart and true men's truth
With craft of prattling prelates ; yet such mouths
As are unlocked and locked again with gold
But gape till God shall pluck their tongues out.

Fifth Citizen.                                                   Yea5

Ye hear but this, and have to burn your ears
No hotter news of these men, or what bond
Bears written broad and brave such names as these
Of earls and bishops ?   this is strange yet, sirs,
That fires my cheek to tell you?

Second Citizen.                            Why, men said

There was a knot that met of these to sup
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